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	1. Arrest Warrant

Judy Hopps was a police officer. Not only that, she was the first rabbit to become an official member of the Zootopia Police Department, an institution comprised mostly of larger predator animals. She had managed to survive her first month on the force despite the fact that most of the other animals on the force didn't seem to like her very much, including Police Chief Bogo.

The large cape buffalo seemed to have it out for Judy since day one, intentionally keeping her off cases he deemed she was too small or too weak to handle, despite the fact she had managed to graduated from the police academy at the top of her class. His most common taric for keeping hoer out of the way was placing her on parking duty, which admittedly was a job she was very good at. Judy, however, didn't want to be a meter maid forever. She really wanted to help people, not be the low point of their week.

Judy had had the desire to be a cop for as long as she could remember. She had grown up in a small town known as Bunnyburrow, which was situated just over 200 miles from the sprawling metropolis of Zootopia. Her parents were less than thrilled in their daughter's chosen career path, hoping she would go into the family business of carrot farming, but we're nonetheless supportive if her decision, knowing there was no stopping Judy once her mind was set on something.

That determination certainly helped Judy work through the police academy in spite of her physical shortcomings. It also helped her stick with the job once she was there. In fact, her incessant requests for more difficult assignments had started to wear away at the Chief's defenses. Maybe he hoped she would get in over her head and he would have a legitimate excuse to fire her or maybe he was finally starting her see her potential. Judy didn't care either way. The more opportunity she had to prove herself the better.

Almost one month to the day after her first day on the job, Judy was sitting in her usual place at the front of roll call listening to the large Chief Bogo listing out the daily assignments when she heard her name listed with numerous other officers to execute a search and arrest warrant in an apartment near the city center. Judy new the area well; it was only a few blocks from her own apartment, which wasn't in the best part of town.

The target of the arrest was one Jonathan Foxx, a red fox who was suspected of running a illegal gambling ring from his home.

_Of course it would be a fox._

Judy did not have the best memories of foxes from back home in Bunnyburrow, especially her neighbor Gideon Grey. Gideon was the town bully. Judy even carried the faint claw marks on her left cheek from when Gideon took his bullying a little too far.

After roll call, Judy met with the other members of the warrant team. Officer's Fangmeyer and Wolford, two wolves and a massive polar bear named Snarlof comprised the team with Judy, though they seemed to pay her little mind as they made their way to Foxx's apartment.

They parked the car and took the elevator to the fourth floor of the dingy apartment to room 4113: Foxx's room. Wolford knocked on the door.

"Mr. Jon Foxx, this is the Zootopia Police department. Please open the door." The small group waited for several seconds, hearing no sound of movement from within the small apartment. Wolford reached up and knocked again.

"Mr. Foxx, this is the ZPD. Open the door or we will force it open." Still, there was no response. The three large animals looked at each other and silently nodded. Judy knew what that meant. She took a step away from the door and drew her sidearm, as did the others. Wolford tried the handle and found it was locked from the inside. He stepped back and raised his powerful hind leg and sent it crashing through the wooden door. It swung open with a creak and metal pieces from the shattered lock clinked on the ground.

Following training that was drilled into their heads, the officers entered the small apartment, looking for any sign of Foxx. It didn't take long. Fangmeyer entered the tiny bedroom before immediately recoiling, with a look of terror on his face Judy couldn't quite describe. The wolf fumbled with his radio before he managed to depress the transmit button.

"This is officer Fangmeyer, we have a 187," he said.

_187? A homicide?_

Judy made her way to the bedroom as well. As she inched close to the doorway, she could see the dark red blood forming a puddle on the ground at the foot of the bed. She didn't get to see the figure on the bed before a flash of orange and green caught her attention out of the corner of her eye. Someone just darted out onto the fire escape.

"Movement!" Judy shouted as she bolted to the window. She looked down the four story fire escape and saw a figure quickly moving down rickety metal steps. It looked like a fox, but Judy couldn't quite be sure.

"Suspect moving down the fire escape! Officer Hopps in pursuit!" she yelled before she threw herself out the window on to the fire escape. Ignoring the protests of the other officers, Judy jumped down the stairs, skipping several steps at a time.

She hit the ground hard and looked up just in time to see the suspect's tail disappear into an alley not far away. She bolted toward the alley, straining her short legs to run faster than had before. The consequences of letting this guy get away were more severe than ever before.

She turned the corner into the alley and was relieved to find it had no exit. The suspect, however, was less than relieved. Realizing he was trapped, he turned to face Judy, allowing her to get a good look at him for the first time. He was a red fox, though he wasn't Jon Foxx. He was a little taller. His dark green eyes darted around the alley, clearly still looking for a way out. What concerned Judy the most was fact his left hand was in the pocket of his khaki pants.

"Sir, I need to see both of your hands. Turn around and place them both on the wall," she said in as authoritative a voice as she could muster while adrenaline pumped through her system. The fox didn't seem to understand as he refused to move at all. Worried he was armed, Judy lifted the muzzle of her weapon slightly.

"Sir, place _both_ of your hands on the wall where I can see them. Now," she repeated. The fox finally looked like exhausted his mental options and began to respond to Judy's commands. He pulled his hand out of his pocket to reveal it was empty and placed both of his hands on the wall. Judy pulled her radio from her belt.

"This is Officer Hopps, I have one in custody. Requesting backup," she called over the radio. Snarlof came up behind her, allowing Judy to step toward the fox with handcuffs in hand. "Sir, what is your name?" The fox mumbled something under his breath Judy couldn't quite make out. "Could you repeat that a little louder?" she asked as she began to place the handcuffs on his wrists.

"Jason Bluth," he repeated.

"Well, Jason Bluth, you are under arrest for suspected homicide. You have the right to remain silent.


	2. Nick

"There is no one by that name in the system," Judy said, looking at the computer screen. "There's a Jase Bluth, Jasper Bluth, even a Jastin Bluth, but there is no record of a Jason Bluth ever existing in Zootopia." Judy turned in her chair to face the Officer Fangmeyer, who was standing next to her desk.

"It'll take about a week to get pawprint identification back on him. Until then, he's a John Doe, unless he tells us," Fangmeyer said.

"Yeah, did we get an identification on the 187?" Judy asked as she turned back toward the computer.

"It was Jon Foxx," Fangmeyer answered. "Stabbed with a knife from the kitchen." With that, Fangmeyer turned and left to go back to his desk. She felt sorry for the wolf. He actually saw the mess in the bedroom. Judy was too busy catching the guy responsible, the guy who was now sitting in Interrogation Room B, waiting for one of the other officers to question him.

Judy finished filling out the arrest report on "Mr. Bluth" and filed the paperwork into the newly created case file. She was just about to move on to some other work she needed to finish that week when she heard someone walking up behind her. By the sound of the heavy footsteps, Judy made the assumption it was Officer McHorn, there to remind her of some chore she needed to do that she already _knew_ she needed to do.

"I know I still to check over the action report," Judy said, still facing her computer.

She turned in her seat, expecting to see the large rhino standing behind her. What greeted her eyes instead was the imposing form of Chief Bogo. It took her by surprise.

"Chief!" she said. "How, uh... how can I help you? You don't really come by desk-"

"Cut with the pleasantries, Hopps," the massive buffalo interrupted. "You will the question the suspect in the Foxx murder in thirty minutes," he added.

"Wait, what?" Judy asked before she stop herself.

"You have twenty minutes to look over the case file then meet me outside Interrogation Room B," Bogo explained before he left and headed back toward his office. Judy stayed still in her seat, stunned. She'd never been allowed to question suspects before. Judy turned back to the computer and quickly brought up the case file. She would need to every word memorized in the next twenty minutes.

* * *

><p>Taking a deep breath, Judy opened the door and took a step into the interrogation room. The fox, who had been sitting with his hands handcuffed to the table, mindlessly tapping a tune into the wood, stopped and looked up at the newcomer.<p>

"Well, look who it is," the said with a smile. He was unusually pepper for someone facing a murder charge. It was also strange that he waived the right to have a lawyer present during questionings.

"Mr. Bluth, is it?" Judy asked, judging the fox's reaction. He nodded yes, though there was something about his eyes that betrayed a small amount of fear. Judy set the folder full of evidence down on the table and sat down opposite the fox. "Now, we both know that is not true, don't we?" The fox seemed unfazed.

"The only thing I know is that I didn't do anything," the fox said, leaning back in his chair.

"Then it should not be a problem to tell me your name," Judy said, hoping desperation didn't seep into her voice.

"Tell me yours," he answered flatly. It took Judy several seconds to realize she didn't know how to respond.

"What?"

"You heard me. What's your name?" the fox repeated.

"I ask the questions here," Judy countered.

"Obviously not often," the fox huffed out under his breath.

"What's that supposed to mean?" Judy couldn't help but ask.

"Oh, come on, it's obivious to everyone that this is your first time doing this," he said. "Am I right?" He turned to the large mirror he must've known was known was a two-way mirror.

"That doesn't matter, just answer the question," Judy replied, getting frustrated. The fox turned back to Judy.

"Look, just tell me your name and I'll cooperate," he replied smugly. Judy sighed and looked toward the mirror, knowing that the Chief and other officers were watching on the other side of the glass. She hoped it was the right thing to do.

"Judy," she said quietly. The fox leaned forward.

"Judy...?" he dragged out the name, looking for a last name.

"Hopps. My name it Judy Hopps," she admitted. "Now, live up to your side of the deal." The fox leaned back in his seat, thinking.

"Judy Hopps," he repeated. He leaned forward and extended his hand and best he could with the handcuffs restraining him. "Nick Wilde, nice to meet you." Judy looked between the fox and his outstretched paw before reaching for the folder next to her.

"What, you don't trust me?" he asked with feigned innocence. Judy looked at him with a look that could best be described as, "Are you kidding me?"

"No. No I don't," she replied flatly.

"Well, then why are you questioning me?" he asked. "Since clearly you won't believe a word I'll say, I'm already fighting an uphill battle."

"You gave us a fake name," Judy shot back. "Clearly you aren't being cooperative."

"That was a snap decision, and clearly a bad one. But now I've given you my real name and we've built some camaraderie between us," the fox explained.

"There is nothing between us," Judy replied.

"And that's the problem," he said. "You've already assigned guilt which means you won't be willing to give me the benefit of the doubt and nothing I can say will change that. What happened to 'innocent until proven guilty'?" Judy had to take second to process what the fox had said. He was right. She was just about to reply when Bogo entered the room and placed a small note on the table next to her.

"How goes it?" the fox asked Bogo in a chipper voice. He received a snort and a glare before the large buffalo left the interrogation room. "Well, not the friendliest guy, is he?" Judy didn't answer but opened the small note.

_Nick Wilde is his real name._

Judy looked back at Nick, studying him. She leaned forward and placed her elbows on the table.

"Now, care to explain what you were doing in Mr. Foxx's apartment," she asked. Nick smiled.


	3. Do You Trust Me?

"He was an old friend," Nick explained. "He called and said he needed to talk. That's why I was there."

"And he was dead when you got there?" Judy asked, scribbling down Nick's story.

"Yes," he answered.

"Well, why didn't you call the police?" Judy questioned as she looked up from her notes.

"I _would_ have," Nick began, "but I was only there for... gosh..." He looked toward the ceiling, making a show of thinking hard. "Like, a minute, tops, before you guys showed up." Nick paused, seemingly judging Judy's reaction. Something wasn't adding up in her mind.

"Why did you run?" she asked.

"You're new to this city aren't you, Carrots?" Nick asked, leaning in closer.

"Relatively, and my name's _not Ca_rrots," Judy replied.

"Well, if you knew how this city works, you would now that being a fox at a crime scene is not exactly the path to a happy life," he said leaning back into the chair.

"Well, you still shouldn't have done it," Judy quipped as she thumbed threw one of the files on the table.

"You're a real genius, ya know that, Carrots?" Nick quipped back. Judy set down the files and looked at the fox.

"You know my name," she said. "Use it." Nick held up his hands as much as the handcuffs would allow.

"Whoa, take it down a notch there," he said.

"Take your sarcasm down a notch," Judy shot back. Gosh, this guy could talk. Judy looked over her notes, looking for anything else to ask. "Wait a minute..."

"What?" Judy saw Nick's ears fold down to his skull as she looked over evidence.

"How did you unlock the door?" she asked. "You didn't have a key to the apartment on you." Judy looked up at Nick only to see a look of genuine confusion growing on his face.

"Jon never locked the door," Nick said in the most serious voice Judy had heard him speak with yet. "I didn't have to unlock it." Judy sat up straight in her chair and cocked her head to the side slightly.

"And you didn't lock it behind you?" she asked. Nick only shook his head. His brain was obviously running at this new information. Judy clicked her pen several times before stood and left the room.

"Well, bye!" Nick called after her as she moved to the adjacent room that looked into the interrogation room. Bogo turned to her as she entered.

"If he's telling the truth," she said, "then someone else was in that apartment." Bogo huffed.

"That's assuming that you believe him," the Chief replied. "We checked that apartment. It was empty."

"We can't just ignore what he's saying," Judy pleaded. "If he is telling the truth, this is a lead we need to look into." Bogo crossed his arms and glared at Judy.

" You are letting the suspect play mind games with you Officer Hopps," the large buffalo said. "He is a fox found _at_ the scene of the crime, of course he's going to come up with any excuse he can to avoid punishment!" Judy's ears flopped down against her scalp as the buffalo's voice grew in volume.

"What does him being a fox have to do with anything?" she asked, doing her absolute best to keep anger out of her voice. Bogo was her boss after all. He sighed in response.

"Fox, rabbit, buffalo... It doesn't matter what species he is," Bogo shot back, clearly not as concerned about the tone of his voice. "Any animal would want to shift blame." Bogo sighed again and looked toward Nick sitting in the interrogation room on the other side of the glass. "Go back to your desk. Another officer with complete the interrogation."

"What? Why?" Judy protested. "I've already gotten his name out of him. I can do more!"

"We need to shake him off his feet. The tape of the interrogation will be on your desk by the end of your shift," Bogo said. Judy was just about to turn and leave when the words suddenly registered in her mind.

"Wait, sir, does this mean I'm...?" she asked, hoping she wasn't reading the situation wrong.

"Yes, Officer Hopps, I am assigning you to this case," he replied. "The mayor wanted the new recruits on some more high profile cases, which makes this your lucky day, doesn't it?" With that, Bogo left the small room, leaving Judy alone with Nick on the other side of the glass. Judy stared though the glass at the fox, totally unaware of her presence.

Nick was glancing around the room twiddling his thumbs. Whether he was guilty or not, Judy couldn't tell, but there was no way he would be mistreated simply because he was a fox. Despite Judy's own experience with the violence of foxes in the past, she vowed in that moment she would be as fair as possible.

Then she saw a look cross Nick's face, one that she would remember for the remainder of the case. In a moment, it seemed all of Nick's defenses dropped. A look of fear came over his face. It only lasted seconds before he glanced toward the mirror and recomposed himself. That look in that moment convinced Judy Nick was telling the truth. It didn't matter what Bogo said, Nick was terrified and put forward this bravado as some sort of defense mechanism.

Judy left the room just as another officer entered the interrogation room.


	4. Psych Eval

The stack of notes was thrown down on Judy's desk. She bolted from her work, startled.

"Here's the psych eval on Wilde," a soft spoke. Judy looked up from her work into the eyes of Dr. Cross, a female badger who was only a hair larger than Judy herself. Judy was quite familiar with Dr. Cross. She was the department psychologist who ran all psychological evaluations on prospective recruits into the police force. From time to time she was called in to conduct the same tests on suspect's as well.

"And...?" Judy asked as she glanced between the small stack of papers and the female badger standing at her desk. Dr. Cross didn't respond but simply grabbed a nearby chair and pulled it up close to Judy.

"What did you say to him?" Cross asked.

"What? What do you mean?" Judy asked back, reaching for the stack of notes and flipping through them.

"I mean that Mr. Wilde was quite cautious as to not reveal any personal information about himself," Dr. Cross explained. "Any time I asked about his childhood or home life, he would either give a one word response or he would attempt to dodge the question."

"So?"

"There were only two things he seemed to open up about," Cross continued. "He mentioned his mother quite often, which would lead me to believe he was close to her, but he also talked about you a surprising amount."

"So?" Judy asked. "Why is that surprising? I talked to him earlier that day."

"That's what I thought too, but he was also interrogated by Officer Delgato that day as well, but Mr. Wilde never mentioned him. Hence why I asked what you said to Mr. Wilde. Whatever it was, it left an impression on him," Dr. Cross said. Judy looked through the notes as she processed what the psychiatrist had said.

"Wow, you write a lot," Judy mumbled.

"Oh, that's nothing, Officer Hopps," Dr. Cross replied with a smile. "You should see the file I have on you."

"Wait, what?" Judy's head snapped up from the notes.

"What I'm saying is Mr. Wilde is difficult to get a read on," Dr. Cross continued. "He knows how to keep people from seeing his real personality."

"His _real_ personality?" Judy asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Mr. Wilde's like a chameleon," Dr. Cross said. "He knows how to read people and adjust his reactions accordingly. With you, he was more upbeat and positive. With Delgato, he was slightly more aggressive. With me, he was more distant and aloof."

"So I actually can't believe a word he says?" Judy replied, asking herself more than Dr. Cross.

"I wouldn't go that far," Cross answered. "It seems Mr. Wilde has been living on his own since the age of twelve. He had to developer that skill just to survive this long. By now, he probably doesn't even realize he's altering his personality. It's instinct."

"He's been on his own since he was twelve?" Judy looked up from the papers in her hand, sympathy growing in her heart. She couldn't imagine living that long without her parents. No wonder he acted so weird. "Doctor, what _can_ you tell me about him?" Cross leaned back and though hard for several seconds.

"Well, he's lived on his own for nearly twenty years," Dr. Cross began. "No evidence of a stable home life. He never even mentioned a father so I would assume his father left before Mr. Wilde was born or when he was very young." Cross thought for several more seconds. "He has a strong dislike of authority figures, possibly due to the lack of a solid father figure in his youth." She paused and thought. "Other than that, Officer Hopps, Mr. Wilde is a complete enigma."

"Do you think he's capable of a crime like this?" Judy asked, hoping for some type of silver lining.

"Anyone is capable of anything, Officer Hopps," Dr. Cross answered. It wasn't exactly the answer Judy was looking for. "But I can say this. Mr. Wilde wouldn't do any of it without good reason. He's smart. He wouldn't have gotten this far without being smart."

"So... what? Is that a yes or a no?" Judy pried.

"Look, it's not my place to say that," Cross replied. "In the end it's up to the evidence to decide." With those last words, Dr. Cross stood and returned the chair to its place before heading back toward her office. Judy watched her leave before turning back toward her computer.

"Yeah, except there's no evidence," Judy mumbled as she clicked through the crime scene photos on her computer screen, searching through the images for something she missed. She got to the photos of the bed room and started to slowly look through the set. There had to be _something_. Yet there appeared to be nothing that would lead to a motive or a killer. Even the knife was devoid of pawprints.

_Wait a minute..._

Judy leaned in toward the computer screen. While making sure her brain wasn't playing tricks on her, she reached for the phone on her desk and dialed Clawhauser's extension.

"Hey, Ben, yeah, it's Judy," she said into the phone. "I'm going to need to talk to Nick Wilde again."


End file.
